THE SCAPEGOAT

BETWEEN the base of the Palatine Hill and the Circus
Maximus there ran a busy street of shops,, taverns, and
trade-offices, opening out into the Forum Boarium, Along
this street a man came hobbling and twisting* But instead
of blocking his way the people stood aside, cheering and
pelting him with copper coins, pebbles, rotten fruit, and old
shoes* The man was dressed in heavy skins tied and buckled
securely, and as he ran he grinned ahead with a set look, a
glare of fear and placation. Behind him came the Salian
priests of Mars* nodding their helmets, beating at their
$km*drums, while the dance-leader every now and then
lashcc! out with a spear-shaft at the man in skins, Small
boys supplemented the blows, darting across the roadway,
tumbling among the rhythmical feet of the priests, shouting,
**Drive him out! Drive out Mamurius Veturius! Send
him to thcOscansi"

The crowd cheered and pelted. Old Mars, the greybeard
Year, the last Corn-sheaf, was being thrashed out, and with
him went all the sins of the dead year, all the omissions and
repentances* the doubts and weaknesses* The new year
would be strong and insolent, certain of purpose, clean-
limbed. The man in goatskins was the cursed goat of
redemption. He was cursed, and he saved. He took away
the sins that cursed the others.

On the side of the hill there were terraces and stair-
ways leading up to the old Temple of luppiter Victor,
People were crowding down from the Palatine to see what
was causing the noise. The two lovers paused, pleased at
being crushed together in a corner against the stone
balustrade,

"What* it, darling?'* she asked,   She wondered if it